to the sincerity of this infant. There he was seated in the
chair, looking like a withered nut in its shell, and it was
quite obvious that he fully believed in the truth of his
words.
"Yes!'*' he went on, scrutinizing his nails. "They are
excellent books! One was written by the prophets, and I
myself created the other book. You will find very few words
in my book. It contains figures. They show what a 'man
can do if he is willing to work honestly and industri-
ously. The government would do well to publish my book
after my death. Let people know what they must do to
rise to my exalted station/''
And he gestured to the right and left of him with the
triumphant air of a victor.
I felt that it was time to end the interview. Not
every head can stand being trampled upon.
"Perhaps you would like to say something about sci-
ence?/'' I asked quietly.
"Science?"" He lifted a finger and raised his eyes ceil-
ingwards. Then he produced his watch, looked at the
time, snapped the lid and winding the chain around his
finger, swung the watch in the air. After all this he sighed
and proceeded to speak:
"Science . . . yes, I know! Books!- If they speak well
of America they are useful books. But you will rarely
find the truth in books. These . . . poets, who make the
books, earn very little, I believe. In a country where
everyone is occupied with his business no one has time to
re^d books. . . . Yes, the poets are furious because their
books sire nofc bought. The government ought to pay the
writers of books well. A well-fed man is always kind and
cheerful. If books about America are necessary a